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Meet Our Lady 
Of Combermere 


You are most cordially in- 
vited to attend the blessing 
of the new bronze statue of 
Our Lady of Combermere. 
His Excellency, The Most 
Reverend Bishop William 
Smith of Pembroke, has gra- 
ciously consented to officiate 
at this ceremony at 3 o’clock 
on Wednesday, June 8th — 
Pentecost Wednesday. The 
statue, heroic size, was sculp- 
tured by Miss Frances Rich 
of Santa Barbara, California. 
and was cast in bronze in 
Florence, Italy. It will be 
erected’in a grove of tall red 
and white pines, and will 
face Madonna House and 
the great blue Madawaska 
river. 








A Love Letter 
To Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 

















Dear God, Designer and Creator 
of this lovely world, Your most 
welcome letter was waiting for me 
in the woods. I stumbled on it this 
morning — if one can stumble 
while sitting on a moss-covered 
rock. Thanks, Lord. I love You 
too, in my Own crazy way. 

It took me a long time to re- 
alize the mail was in front of me; 
for I was full of the enthusiasm 
around me, the _ excitement of 
love and birth, and the beginning 
of adventure among the winter- 
green, the ferns, the strawberries, 
and scores of plants I cannot 
name. Every time I venture into 
Your woods I see another product 
of Your hands. Your creation has 
no limits. I saw the letter at last; 
but it took me a long time to read 
it, and a longer time to under- 
stand what I had read. 

The Dizzy Dandelions 

The snow had entirely disap- 
peared. The first dandelions had 
come to dazzle us. The colum- 
bines had dared to send up their 
first shoots but were still too 
bashful to light their lanterns. 
They need a little more encour- 
agement from Your sun and 
shade and rain. The violets are 
still hesitant and shy. They know 
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it is May, but they haven’t clear- 
ly heard Your word. They await 
Your full command. 

We are impatient, God, we mor- 
tal men and women. We want 
everything in our gardens, and 
our woods and fields, to come up 
at once. We do not realize that 
You have a time for each and 
every plant to bloom, to bear, and 
to die. We want things to hap- 
pen in our time, never in Yours. 

I was looking at clover patches, 
trying to find one with four 
leaves. I was looking for little 
stones—shopping for gems for 
Your Mother’s statue on my desk 
—and I was listening to the| 
whisky voices of a dozen tipsy| 
crows. 

Lord, is there a crow bar in this 
country? 

How wonderful You do not blast 
me for such a_ stinking pun! 
There are people I could name 
who would look at me in distress 
—or sheer annoyance or disgust— 
if I sad such a thing aloud. Yet I 
dare jest with You. That is be- 
cause I know You love me, and do 
not really mind my silly chatter. 
Maybe You even enjoy a pun, as 
Your Son Jesus did. (Or maybe it 
is just Your infinite patience that 
bears with the likes of me! 


Rotten Majesty 

But, in spite of my absorption, I 
did see the birch, and noticed it 
had crashed. I was not surprised, 
exactly, for I had known it must 
someday fall. It was rotten at the 
core. It was majestic though, and 
it towered high in Your blue sky, 
its white limbs writing poetry 
against the darkness of the sur- 
rounding trees. It often made me 
remember George W. and his wife 
—and thus it spoke to me of Your 
Love. 

“It was the biggest silver birch 
me and maw ever saw”, George 
said, talking about a tree that 
must have been as beautiful as 
the fallen one. “We pretty near 
said a prayer when we found it. 
We’d been cutting hemlock up to 
then; but all we got at the mill 
was $7 a thousand. We was 
mighty poor them days, and cash 
was life to us. We was nigh des- 
perate when we seen that tree. 
Big! Too big to put your arms 
around it. And pretty as the day 
itself. 

“It took me and maw a day and 
a half to cut it down, and some 
more time to trim the branches 
for the mill. Believe it or not, we 
got $16 for that one tree. And the 
money went to our heads. We 
took a boat to Barry’s Bay and 
bought us a ride on the cars. 
Neither maw nor me ever rode the 
cars before. We was kind of ex- 
cited, I tell you. The train ran up 
to Whitney them days. That’s 
where we went. Fifty miles or 
more. Madé it in one day! And 
we had us our second honey- 
moon! Maw and me was talking 
about it a minute or two before 
she died. It was sure nice to re- 
member.” 


Silver and Gold 

You turned a silver birch into 
a golden adventure for the W’s, 
God, and into an imperishable 
memory. How many ways you 
have of showing Your love to 
men! 

Evidently a heavy gale had 
toppled this big birch, a fierce 
wind from the west; and the 
bulk of it had fallen toward the 
East, toward the rising sun. Part 
of the trunk stood up straight, 
like the monument that marks a 
grave. The rest of it lay across 
the rocks and the shrubbery of a 
clearing, part of it still attached 
to the broken stump. The snows 
had covered it like a shroud du- 
ring most of the winter. It had 
emerged now, a huddle and a scat- 
ter of beautiful dead white limbs 
—yet with budding leaves, mak- 
ing love to You, on what had 
been its topmost branches. The 
sap still ran through it! 

You do not write in words, 
Lord. You write in trees and flow- 
ers and grasses, in stones and 
stars, in winds and waters, in men 
and women, and in everything 
that can be seen or heard or smel- 
led or touched or tasted. And it is 
never easy to put Your message 
into words. 

Your letter had been tattooed 
on the upstanding part of the 
trunk, by the sharp hard beaks of 
many woodpeckers. It made a 
honeycomb pattern pleasant to 
the eye—a sort of secret cipher. 

(Continued on Page Four) 











The Power 
Of Love 


By Rev. Emile Briére 











A healthy trend is growing 
among our Catholic young 
people. An increasing number of 
them are dedicating one, two, or 
three years of their lives to the 
service of the Church, particular-| 





ly in the Mission fields. This ex-|Church in the twentieth century | 


ample could easily be followed 


by most of our high school and/|“O Lily of the King, low lies thy| 


college graduates who feel no call 
to a life of total dedication in the| 
priesthcod, the religious life, or 
as members of secular institutes. | 

They would benefit themselves | 
as well as the Church. 

We live in a time of crisis. We 
witness a gigantic struggle for 
the souls of men. Who can sit 
while millions suffer from want 
of food, of education, of God? 

The Red War 

The Communists, so we read 
in newspapers and magazines, are 
making an intense effort to con- 
quer Latin America, Catholic 
countries which constitute one 
third of the Church’s member- 
ship. Some two hundred and 
fifty million dollars are being 
spent and intensive campaigns 
conducted from their headquart- 
ers in Bogota, the capital city of 
Colombia, known in the old days} 
as “Santa Fe de Bogota”, a city 
of Holy Faith. 

Recently, the Canadian Bish- 
ops, in a truly Catholic and mov- 
ing pastoral letter, pledged them- 
selves to bring succor to the sorely 
tried dioceses of Latin America. 
They asked for the prayers, the 
alms and the services of their 
people. All of us are now invited 
to actual work in the Missions 
foliowing the example of St. 
Francis Xavier; or to prayer and 
sacrifice for the Missions, follow- 
ing the example of St. Therese of 
Lisieux, that other great patron- 
ess of the Missions. 

But the needs clamor on all 
sides. Latin America is not alone 
in sufferance. Closer to home, 
Bishop Doyle of Nelson, B.C., di- 
ocese is looking for apostolic and 
) sarang; teachers to staff his 

unior College, Notre Dame of 
Nelson. Apostolic teachers are 
needed to staff the parochial 
schools present and future, of the 
whole of British Columbia, where 
Catholics have been unable, as 
yet, to obtain Governmental sup- 
port for their schools. 

The same need is felt all over 
the United States, particularly in 
the South and in the South West 
where Baptists are making an in- 
tense effort to seduce the Spanish 
American population. In Alaska, 
Yukon, and the Northern dioces- 
es, bishops would welcome any 
manner of help; the need is pres- 
sing for nurses, doctors, teachers, 
carpenters, maintenance men and 
so forth. . 


Needs Immense 

A similar situation prevails in 
Africa and in Asia, where millions 
of men and women are involved 
in creating a new way of life. 

The needs of the Church are 
immense. 

A vast, nearly untapped: poten- 
tial sits in our class rooms, ig- 
norant for the most part of the 
urgency of the present situation, 
ignorant of the times in which 
they live, ignorant of their own 
resources. 

It is often said that modern 
youth is selfish. 

That is not true when modern 
youth is offered a challenge. 

They must be told about the 
needs of the Church, of Christ, 
of souls, and of bodies. Gradually 
the vision will unfold before 
them; and their latent generos- 
ity will burst forth in rich self- 
dedication. They must be told of 
the power of their faith, their hu- 
mility, their hope, the inexhaust- 
ible and redeeming power of their 
love. Many will respond; for the 
Holy Spirit, the Spirit of truth 
and of love, blows powerfully 
upon these souls nourished since 
early childhood by the Bread 
which is Christ. 

uent communion is begin- 
ning to bear fruit. The Catholic 
Church has never been stronger, 
healthier than now; and she is on 
the offensive. Dreadfully weaken- 
ed in the sixteenth century, when 


whole countries broke off from 
the Mystical Body of Christ, 
which she is, the Church has mag- 
nificently recuperated, and is now 
ready for the new crusade. 


Red the Breaking 

Pius XII spoke of a new spring 
a few years ago; our present Holy 
Father oozes confidence and op- 
timism; doctrine and discipline 
move steadily towards new 
heights of perfection. 

At the turn of the century 
Francis Thompson in prophetic 
vision saw the resurgence of the 


when he wrote: 


silver wing, 

And long has been the hour of 
thine unqueening... 

Lo, the hour is at hand for the 
troubling of the land, 

And red shall be the breaking of 
the waters. 

Sit fast upon thy stalk when the 
blast shall with thee talk, 

With the mercies of the King for 
thine awning, 

And the Just understand that 
thine hour is at hand, 

THINE HOUR AT HAND WITH 

POWER IN THE DAWNING.” 

The crusade awaits the cru- 
saders, young men and women 
who know the redemptive value 
of self-oblation in the perform- 
ance of daily tasks who know and 
believe that God is love, that He 
loved them first, that He desires 
a union of great love with them, 
who desire to make Him known 
and loved in return. 

St. John, the beloved apostle, 
outlines the Christian life in 
simple, clear cut terms: “In this 
we have come to know his love 
that he laid down his life for us; 
and we likewise OUGHT TO LAY 
DOWN OUR LIVES FOR THE 
BRETHREN. He who has _ the 
goods of this world and sees his 
brother in need and closes his 
heart to him, how does the love 
of God abide in him? My dear 
children, let us not love in word, 
neither with the tongue, but in 
deed and in truth.” (I St. John, 
III, 16-18). 

Christian love, Caritas, based 
on faith and hope, true love 
which seeks not its own but gives 
freely and lavishly of itself, is the 
greatest power on earth 


Progress vs, People 


By Mary K. Rowland 














Stella Maris House, Portland, 
Ore. Out of my office window I 
see smoke billowing skyward, 
deathly black against a sunlit 
blue — the sign of progress, of 
pressure. A new “freeway” is being 
made. Property is being acquired, 
people moved, land cleared. 
concrete ribbon unrolls itself 
through the city. But what of the 
lives it affects? 

An old couple on social security, 
content in owning their own 
small house, expecting to live 
there the rest of their lives. They 
have “Security,” they are sure. 
Suddenly they are uprooted, 
forced to move within a _ few 
weeks or a few months. They 
have received the “market value” 
of the property — but that is 
never the true, value is it? Now 
they must buy a new house if they 
can — if there are any houses 
that appeal to them and they 
can buy one for what they have 
— or rent some place for their 
remaining years. 

And there are others, Negro 
couples, for instance, forced to 
move, and thrilled — for a time— 
by the prospect of finding a home 
they can buy. They meet with 
evasions, difficulties, refusals. 
They are forced to take what they 
can find on the “fringe area” — 
on the edge of the present ghetto. 

There is much suffering in- 
volved in these freeways. Govern- 
ment agencies are concerned 
merely with the technicalities of 
obtaining the land and complet- 
ing the work. The dignity, the 
rights, and the interests of the 
people do not concern them. At 
a@ panel discussion I asked what 

reentage of the millions of dol- 

s being spent were allocated 
to help the people the freeways 
displaced. The question went 
from one speaker to another — 
and was not answered. 

Nobody there seemed to care 





what happened to the people! 


COMES 


ordinary, simple. . 


cooperation with it. 





in the history of men . 


Only 30 Years Ago 

As I sat in Marquette Univers- 
ity, and saw close to 500 people— 
young eager people — students 
and non-students—fill the hall, 
I remembered whén the words 
\““Lay Apostolate” would have 
|been impossible to use. For no- 
|body, hierarchy, clergy, religious 
or lay people, would understand 
what one was talking about. 


tion” was almost unknown on this 
continent. When I _ founded 
Friendship House in Toronto, 
with the approbation and bless- 
ing of Archbishop Neil McNeil, I 
was considered “strange” radical 
dangerous, or at best bereft of my 
senses—slightly crazy, or very 
much so! 

The few young people who join- 
ed me were suspected too. Their 
| pastors worried about them. Their 
|families used desperate measures 
|to get them back home. 

Thirty short years later, in the 
halls of Marquette University, be- 
fore an interested group of young 
men and young women, repre- 
sentatives of various Lay Aposto- 
lates arose and spoke of the Lay 
Apostolate for Home Missions, 
and for Foreign Missions. 

More Youths Needed 

Catholic Action, as it used to 

be discussed in the old days, was 
not even mentioned. Now speak- 
ers and listeners, priests, nuns 
and lay people, spoke OF THE 
LAY APOSTOLATE, and took it 
tor granted that everybody under- 
stood that every Catholic was an 
|apostle, because he was baptized 
'and because he was confirmed. . . 
jand went on from there explain- 
‘ing the tremendous need of lay 
Missionaries everywhere — quot- 
ling again and again, weighty 
istatements of Popes on this sub- 
ject; and recent pronouncements 
\of the now reigning pontiff. 
| As they spoke, my heart sang 
lits alleluias. Truly I witnéssed a 
‘miracle of God’s grace and of 
‘man’s response to it. Alleluia! 
| Alleluia! ! 
It was truly a great day! Rev. 
|John Duffy, a diocesan priest of 
| Milwaukee, was the prime organ- 
|izer of it; but he had many co- 
|operators and helpers. One could 
| write a book about this one Lay 
Missionary Apostolic Day. The 
only sadness was that so many 
of the Catholic youths of the 
U.S.A. and Canada were not 
present. 

But I know that many were 
interested. And for their infor- 
mation, I list the Lay Apostol- 
ates represented that day. Per- 
haps some would like to write 
their headquarters, for the need 
of lay apostles is beyond com- 
puting. 

Home and Abroad 

Thousands are needed for 
South and Central America. 
Thousands for Africa. And thous- 
ands upon thousands for Asia, the 
Far East and the Near East. 

Everyone can participate in 
this miracle of grace, if not too 
young or too old, by giving one, 
two, or three years, to these mis- 
sions. Some may be interested in 
giving themselves, under promises 
or vows, for the rest of their na- 
tural lives to this new canonical 
vocation of the single life, becom- 
ing totally dedicated to God un- 
der the Evangelical Counsels, 
while living in the world—con- 
tinuing to be lay people. 

*Madonna House, is, of course, 
in this list of Lay Apostolates. It 
is open to young men, young wo- 
men, and priests. If you are in- 
terested in entering this Pious 
Union, which will become a Secu- 
lar Institute eventually, write me 
at Madonna House, Combermere, 
Ontario, Canada. Other apostol- 
ates that might interest you are: 

International Catholic Auxil- 
iaries, 1734 Asbury, Evanston, II- 














jlyn, 5, N.Y., for 
‘under 30, with some professional 
‘or technical skill useful in mis- 


LAY APOSTOLATE 


OF AGE 


By Catherine Doherty 


On May 7th, on the campus of Marquette University, in Mil- 
waukee, I witnessed a miracle of grace. Like all miracles, it seemed 
merely another LAY MISSIONARY INFORMA- 
TION DAY. But to me, whom some call a pioneer of the Lay Apostol- 
ate in the new world, this was truly a mark of God’s grace and man’s 


This October I will celebrate my thirtieth anniversary in the 
Lay Apostolate. A short time in the history of the world... 
. but a BIG PART of one person’s life. 


or 


linois, for unmarried women 17- 
30, high school graduates. 

Grail Institute for Overseas 
Service, 308 Clinton Ave., Brook- 
single women 


sions. 

Lay Mission—Helpers Associ- 
ation, 1531 West Ninth St., Los 
Angeles, California, for both men 


Thirty years ago “Catholic Ac-|and women, single or married, 
| 20-35 yrs. old. 


Association for International 
Development (AID) 374 Grand 
St., Paterson 1, New Jersey, For 
single men and couples. 

Young Christian Workers, Ex- 
tension Workers Program, 1700 
W. Jackson Blvd., Chicago 12, Ill. 
For YCW members—at least 22 





yrs. old, with 18 months or more 
of .YCW experience. 

Women Volunteers for Africa 
(WVA), 5401 — 16th St. N.W. 
|Washington, 11, DC., for single 
|women, 23-36 who have complet- 
led professional training as nurs- 
es, teachers, etc. 

Volunteer Teachers Mission 
|\Service (VTMS) 1007 Victoria St. 
|Waco (Bellmead, Texas,) For 


|Married and single college gradu- 
ates. 


| Lay Workers’ of the Sacred 
|Heart, 4122 Bonham St., Amaril- 
lo, Texas, for married or single 
;men and women, 20-35 yrs, pro- 
fessional and laborers. 

South Mission, P.O. Box 532 
S.L.I. Station Lafayette, La., for 


married or single, students, 
craftsmen, and professional 
people. 

Catholic Medical Mission 


Board, 10 W. 17th St., N.Y. 11, 


N.Y., for doctors, murses, and 
medical technicians, married or 
single. 


BLESSED CLET MISSION 
UNIT, St. Joseph College, Em- 
mitsburg, Maryland, for teachers, 
social workers, secretaries. 

Lay Missionary Committee, 
Chicago Catholic Action Federa- 
tions, 720 N. Rush St., Chicago, 
11, Ill., for nurses, teachers, and 
persons with other professional 
skills who can speak, or are wil- 
ling to learn, Spanish. 

Yes, it was a great day—May 
7th, 1960—at Marquette in Mil- 
waukee, as, one after another, the 
representatives of the above men- 
tioned organizations spoke to the 
youth of America present there. 

My heart sang its Alleluias.. . 
and I prayed that many, many 
would come, for truly the “har- 
vest is ripe”. But as yet the labor- 
ers much too few. 


The 
Melkite Convention 


Bishop Fulton J. Sheen, who 
has been invited by the Sacred 
Oriental Congregation to be Pa- 
triarchal Legate, will attend the 
Third Melkite Convention in Bir- 
mingham, Alabama, it was an- 
nounced recently, as the personal 
delegate of His Beatitude Maxi- 
mos IV Sagh, Patriarch. The con- 
vention will be held June 24, 25, 
and 26, under the sponsorship of 
St. George’s Church, of which the 
Rev. Joseph Raya is pastor. Fred 
Melof, chairman of the conven- 
tion, writes: “We will also have 
an elaborate,dinner dance, plus 
a Grand Hafli, with top Arabic 
and American’ entertainment, 
and a grand banquet at Conven- 
tion Headquarters, The Conven- 
tion Mass will be at the Munici- 

















pal ‘Auditorium, which seats 
5,000.” 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


The Sacred Heart in truth is the emblem of God’s 
Love for men. Difficult for an artist to draw or paint, 
more difficult for men to understand! 


For how can one understand the immense glori- 


ous mystery of God’s loving man first . . 


and how 


can one understand the strange unfathomable my- 


stery of man’s refusal to love Him back... 


which so 


often confronts all those who look a little deeper under 


the surface of things. 


Yet—this an immense truth . . that the Christian 
living—the Catholic Faith—is simply a love affair, 


when all is said and done.. 


or should be.. a tre- 


mendous love affair between God and man and man 


and God! 


When are we going to fall in love with God as 
passionately as He fell in love with us? When will we 
answer the silent cry of His Sacred Heart? When will 
we understand that the wound made by the lance of 
the Roman Soldier was truly a love-wound ... as if 
God dying, allowed men to open the door of his heart 
wide, to make his home in it, and find there what he 
so desperately seeks—happiness and peace. 


Having found it, one should go forth and share the 


treasure with others— the unsearchable, 


infinite 


treasure of God’s Sacred Heart, of His love for men, 


and of the ways of peace 


. which consist in loving 


Him back, and which are the only way THAT WILL 
BRING PEACE TO THIS UNPEACEFUL EARTH OF 


OURS. 


This is the age of the Lay Apostolate. What is the 
Lay Apostolate, when all is said and done, but the 
realization of men and women that they are apostles; 
because they are baptized and confirmed; because they 
have died in Christ to be resurrected; because they 
are His; and because what concerns the Beloved, con- 


cerns the Lover. 


Christ’s unique concern, while He was on earth, 
was the Will of the Father. He was incarnated and 
died because the Father willed the redemption of man 
through this incarnation and death. 


The Father so loved the world that He gave His 
Son for its redemption. If this be so, and it is so, then 
the Lay Apostolate must become, for those engaged in 
it, the same that it was for Christ — THE BEING 
ABOUT OUR FATHER’S BUSINESS—the becoming 
of another Christ—so that looking upon us, the Fa- 
ther might be well pleased. For if each and everyone 
of us truly goes about Christ’s business, the Face of 
the Son will be reflected in him. 


The Lay Apostolate is simply the implementation 
in the daily life of the love affair between man and 
God; the doing of the Father’s will. By becoming like 
unto His Son, and being ready to be lifted up—and in 
the lifting up, to die to one’s self—we help restore the 


Kingdom of God. 


Yes, the Lay Apostolate—so much in the news to- 
day—is love of God, incarnated in the actions of men. 


It is the love of God for men, brought to other 


men by men. 


When are we going to fall passionately in love with 
God and all become LAY APOSTLES? . . . Lovers of 
the Tremendous Lover who loved us first? 


If there ever was an urgency about anything—it 
is the urgency about God and the things of God! OUR 
TIME IS NOW, AND WE HAVEN’T A MINUTE TO 
WASTE. WE CANNOT MAKE THE SACRED HEART 
WAIT. WE CANNOT LET MEN REMAIN LOVELESS! 


OUR TIME IS NOW! 











, 





| mother had instructed them 
“} the German-Hungarian In- 
‘stitute: Rome. The one who 
4 Mnade ‘use of the sum was 
thie Us Stepinac, 
‘| obtain the 


4~ children, 


Pennies For Heaven 


Mrs. Havlik, Clyde Mo., 
mother of 13 children, saved 
over the years cent by cent, a_ 
sum to train a priest. 

At her death her children 
sent the fund to a convent of 
Benedictine nuns, as_ the 


‘to do. The nuns sent: it on to 


whose 
had fasted three days 
of each week for 30 yrs. 

tain grace of his voca- 
‘tion— the 7th of her 11 











Bend Down, Mother! 


The Little Messenger, the 
official organ of the Arch- 
confraternity of the Divine 
Child, published in Mutwal, 
Colombo, Ceylon, prints this 
most interesting paragraph: 

“The Portuguese lovingly 
call Mary “Gobba”, which 
means “hunchback.” They 
say she is round-shouldered, 
or hunch-backed, from bend- 
ing down from heaven.to- 
ward her “poor banished 
children of Eve.” is 9, 














Eddies of 1960 


By Eddie Doherty 








{ 


The statue of Our Lady of Com- 
bermere arrived at Barry’s Bay, 
Ontario, on April 25th, the feast 
of St. Mark. She came to Com- 
bermere the next day, the feast 
of Our Lady of Good Counsel. 

The good news came to us at 
Madonna House before breakfast 
Thursday morning; and we re- 
joiced, for we had waited long 
for it. I decided to make myself 
one of the welcoming commitee, 
and no one told me I had better 
stay at home. 

Papal Yellow Truck 

I sat beside Fr. Paul Bechard 
in Pontifex, our ponderous truck 
—painted a papal yellow. Louis 
Stoeckle and Joe Snyder wedged 
themselves into a tiny Volks- 
wagen and followed in our dust. 

A new bridge is being complet- 
ed across the Madawaska river, 
and a new wide road is being 
built from Combermere to Barry’s 
Bay. It still has detours in it, and 
spots where a car can mire itself 
in a moment, without the least 
trouble. So we went slowly. It was 
a perfect day, though the air was 
a trifle chill. There was no traf- 
fic to get excited about. We reach-| 
ed the freight yards peacefully,| 
and with joyous hearts. 

Our Lady of Combermere was) 
hidden in a wooden box in one} 
corner of the freight car. The box 
was big and heavy. But, in com- 
parison wth the car, it seemed 
ridiculously small. It had come 
alone in the car; and it looked 
desolate, standing there unat- 
tended in the dark far corner. 

The box weighed nearly 1200 
pounds. It lay flat against the 
floor, and squarely against two 
sides of the car. I wondered how 
Fr. Bechard and the boys would 
get it into the truck. Maybe, I 
thought, Our Lady would help 
them. ( A man feels odd, any- 
where near this statue.) 

They pried up one end, and 
shoved a number of iron pipes 
beneath the box. Two heavy 
planks were manoeuvered into 
place, to control and guide the 
rollers. 

The box came easily toward the 
wide door of the car, and turned 
gracefully at an angle, so that 
one end, in the doorway, loomed 
just above the rear end of the 
truck. The pipe rollers and the’ 
heavy planks made an easy ramp 
for the box to travel; and it came 
gently down into the body of the 
truck. It was a perfect operation. 

“Now let’s say a Rosary”, Fa- 
ther Paul said, as Pontifex start- 
ed out of the freight yard on its 
way to Madonna House. “I think 
Our Lady would like no other 
greeting.” 

We said the joyful mysteries be- 
cause it was “Our Lady’s visit- 
ation.” 

As we came slowly into the 
highroad and the detours, I re- 
membered something Jim Mc- 
Namara said to me a year or more 
ago. Jim is one of the Ambassa- 
dors of Mary who escort the Pil- 
grim Virgin every Saturday, 
through the Chicago streets, to 
some home where it will be en- 
shrined and honored for a week. 

“You never feel it’s just a sta- 
tue you are taking along”, Jim 
said. ‘And you know, of course, 
that it isn’t Our Lady herself. Yet 
you can’t help feeling that Our 
Lady’s presence is with you all 
the way.” 

That’s how I felt, coming home 
with the statue of Our Lady of 
Combermere. And I _ imagine 
that’s how Father Paul felt too, 
for we said very little to each 
other, after we had finished the 
mysteries. 

New Road to Combermere 

We went more slowly than we 
had come, being doubly careful 
now; and I wondered if there 
wasn’t a divine providence in the 
fact that this road is being widen- 
ed and re-made. It will be one of 
the finest roads in Canada when 
it is finished, one of the finest in 
the world. Many people will trav- 
el over it, coming to see the sta- 
tue of Our Lady.of Combermere. 

Father Paul started blowing the 
horn as Pontifex entered the Ma- 
donna House grounds. And the 
bell began to ring—the bell that 
rings for joy on many occasions, 
the bell that rings especially to 
greet beloved guests, or long- 
absent members of the “family.” 

The bell be to ring, and 
Staff Workers, Staff Worker Ap- 
rien a visiting Volunteers, 

orking Guests, and a few others 
who might be listed as “just 
guests”, poured out of doors to 

reet the new arrival. Some of 
hem were singing Our Lady’s 


h ; 

“Ave, Ave”—It sounded, now 
and then—like the outpour of fer- 
vent p : 

A spot had been chosen for the 
Statue. She will stand at the 
edge of the grove of tall pines bor- 
dering the road, and will gaze at 
Madonna House and at the beau- 
tiful blue Madawaska river. But 














the hole for the foundation had 
not been dug; and no prepara- 
tions had been made for digging 
it. So the box was driven to the 
garage, and carefully de-ramped 
out of the body of the truck. 

That afternoon and evening 
everybody in the house went into 
the garage to visit the statue. 

Green Bronze Lady 

“Did you ever see such tender 
eyes in a bronze statue?” they 
asked. 


“Isn’t she a lovely shade of/g 


green?” 

“Isn’t that mouth sweet?” 

“Doesn’t she look a hundred 
times more beautiful than her 
pictures?” 

“Isn’t she wonderful?” 

“Don’t you love her already?” 

“Aren’t we fortunate to have 
her here—Our Lady of Comber- 
mere right here in her own old- 
new dominion? Aren’t we fortun- 
ate indeed?” 

Nothing happened. Our Lady 
just came her own sweet way, 
without incident, without fuss. 
And yet the place, happy as it was 
before she came, had never been 
so happy. Nor so at peace. 

Father Paul made an observa- 
tion that caused me to wonder. 

“This is the feast of Our Lady 
of Good Counsel’, he said. “Orig- 
inally it was celebrated on the 
25th of April. But that is the feast 
of St. Mark, so it was decreed it 
should be held on the 26th, so as 
not to conflict with the feast of 
the evangelist.” 

Pilgrim—Miracles 

I looked in the Catholic Ency- 
clopedia, and found he was right. 

A picture, first called “La Ma- 
donna del Paradiso” and later 
“Our Lady of Good Counsel”, 
“appeared” at Genazzano, a 
village about 25 miles southeast 
of Rome ,on St. Mark’s day, 1467, 
the Encyclopedia said. 

It was a picture “drawn on a 
thin scale of wall plaster little 
thicker than a visiting card”. And 
it ‘was observed to hang suspend- 
ed in the air without the slightest 
apparent support”, against one 
of the walls in the Augustinian 
church of Santa Maria! 

The wonder of this gave the pic- 
ture its name, “Our Lady from 
Paradise.” Where else could such 
a picture have come?. Devotion 
spread. Pilgrims came in the 
thousands. And there were reports 
of miracles. Two popes visited the 
shrine. Pope Innocent XI had the 
picture crowned with gold. And 
Pope Leo XIII honored it by in-- 
serting the title of “Mother of 
Good Counsel” into the litany. 


Northern Lights 


By Father Eugene Culinane 














In southern Michigan where I 
was born and raised we used to 
see the Northern Lights, but only 
on rare occasions. Even though 
they seemed -far away, usually 
near the horizon and faint, I be- 
lieve I was more fascinated: by 
them than anything else in na- 
ture—even toads. 

After living here in the Far 

North for four years, I know now 
that the Northern Lights belong 
to the North. They are visible 
much more frequently. They are 
more brilliant. The patternless 
patterns they take are so varied, 
so magnificent in design, so 
manifestly divine in the unpre- 
dictable mystery of their “speech” 
and behavior, that one has only to 
stand and look in order to see. . 
and feel..and touch more sure- 
ly .. God. 
Last night I got Sean and Paul 
out of bed to take a look at them: 
that display was too sublime and 
majestic to be witnessed by only 
a single pair of eyes. 

To me these Northern Lights 
are far more wonderful even than 
Ry sunset. They are God on 


_ They cannot be seen in the day- 
time. Only at night. 

_God is like that. It was in the 
night that He chose to come into 
the world, when He was born of 
the Virgin Mary. The dark, deadly 
night of sin, of chaos, of con- 
fusion, of hate and corruption, of 
misery and oppression, of sickly 
souls, sickly times, sickly nations. 

Strange that men don’t seem 
able to see God . . find God ex- 
cept at night. 

It is now night. 

_ “Underneath the whole globe 
is one vast imminent explosion,” 
writes Bishop Fulton J. Sheen in 
the Easter, 1960 issue of OUR 
SUNDAY VISITOR. “Indeed,” he 
continues, “‘we do have one world, 
but it is one in anxiety, 
force, sae gan catastrophe and 
apocalyptic nightmare.” » 

It is in this night that we have 
entered what P Pius XII has 
called the AGE OF MARY and the 
AGE OF THE LAITY. I like to 
think of it also as the Age of Our 
Lady of Combermere, for She is 
Mary and She is of the laity. And 
it is Mary alone whose vocation it 
is to bring Her Son into the 
World . . to bring Her LIGHT into 
the night. 








The 
Family Apostolate 


By Rev. J. T. Callahan 











Many parents are very concern- 
ed with the inheritance they are 
oing to leave to their children. 
It is the father’s concern that if 
by any chance death should over- 
take him before his family have 
reached an age wherein they can 
take care of themselves, they will 
be provided for from a substantial 
bank account, or from adequate 
insurance. And so he labors inces- 
santly to see there will be a com- 
fortable material estate to pro- 
vide for these needs. ; 

However, this point of view 
might be questioned. Sometimes 
I think that the richest inheri- 
tance parents can leave their 
children is memories. 

Gifts and Lullabies 

What does a child remember 
in after life? Is it the warm, rich, 
glowing memories of little things 
that have a signifcant or senti- 
mental value: the joy of a Christ- 
mas morning and the gifts, the 
evidence of the parents’ love—the 
time that father stopped and em- 
braced son or daughter and sin- 
cerely and whole-heartedly prais- 
ed and approved something they 
had done; the mother sitting and 
rocking and singing lullabies that 
brought a security far beyond her 
musical ability. These things 
make for an enduring and rich 
inheritance. 

This is one of the reasons why, 
in the family apostolate, so much 
emphasis is placed on the restor- 
ation of the liturgical customs 
into the calendar of family life. 
The elements of the liturgy are 
deeply symbolical and meaning- 
ful. That is why a feast day party 
of a little child gathered arounda 
table with his brothers and sisters 
and friends watching the flick- 
ering light of the baptismal 
candle, or blessed candle, is more 
meaningful than colored paper 
hats, gooey, frosted cakes, and re- 
frains of, “Happy Birthday, dear 
Sister, happy birthday to you”! 

This month I would like to pre- 
sent an idea for families that 
could be productive of deep, warm 
memories. This would be the erec- 
tion of any kind of outdoor shrine 
in the back yard, around which a 
family devotion could be built. 

Plastic Saints 

First, as to its construction, it 
would be very simple and done in 
the home carpentry shop on a 
do-it-yourself program. A _ few 
pieces of wood to make a slanting 
roof, a backing and a footing for 
a statue, which could be nailed to 
a tree. Or a small mound of stones 
cemented together, with a plat- 
form on top for a statue, is cer- 
tainly elemental. Statues today 
are most inexpensive and can be 
found even made of plastic. 

‘Thus, in. May, a statue of Our 
Lady could grace either the tree 
shrine or the platform of the stone 
shrine. The children would easily 
learn to gather the flowers of the 
garden, to place in inexpensive 
vases, or glasses, at the foot of 
Our Lady, and to keep them 
changed during the month. 

When the month of June 
comes, the statue could be chang- 
ed to an inexpensive image of the 
Sacred Heart, and the same pro- 
gram could be followed. 

If the parents wished to en- 
hance the shrine by their own de- 
votions, the family rosary could 
be recited in the yard. Or, if desir- 
ed, the litany of Our Lady of the 
Sacred Heart. 

An even more ambitious pro- 
gram could be imagined and de- 
vised: a statue of St. Joseph for 
the month of March; statues of 
some of the patron saints of the 
family on their feast days. The 
limit as to how far a program like 
this can be pushed is bounded 
only by the ingenuity and imag- 
ination and love of the parent. 





Routine In Texas 


By Joe Walker 











It was a beautiful sunny day 
in Balmorhea Good Friday morn- 
ing. Little did I know what was 
going to happen to me after 
breakfast. Father Tom announced 
he had to go to Pecos and that I 
was to “IRRIGATE” (that is, 
water trees, lawn and flower 


fear, | beds 


So-o-0o, I made sure that two 
canvas dams were in place at the 
end of the ditch which ran past 
the church. Trusty shovel in my 
hot Ittle fist, I ran down to the 
main gate where the water was 
madly down the ditch. It 
came from the Balmorhea Swim- 
ming Pool, about four miles away. 
Now the “fun” began. af 

When one wants to “irrigate” on 
one’s land the “idear” is to divert 


some of the waterflow by placing 
two boards at the main gate, 
being careful not to stop the flow 
altogether. Then one opens an- 
other gate to allow water to flow 
into the ditch, which will in turn 
run down to another ditch and 
fill it so that the water floods the 
areas in question. 

Everything went according to 
plan, or so I thought. While I 
was busy hooking up the hoses, I 
suddenly looked up, and to my 
surprise I saw there was a minor 
flood at the end of the ditch 
where the two canvas dams were, 
and just outside the dining room 
windows! 

It made a nice swimming pool. 
I thought I heard some of the 
little trees and some gay blades of 
grass making noises which sound- 
ed like gurgling, or perhaps garg- 
ling. Upon investigation, I found 
that the cause was one too many 
boards in the main gate, putting 
too much water in the ditch. The 
water pump could not handle the 
overflow. 

I responded to the advice Fath- 
er Tom had left ringing in my 
Shell-like ears. “If you get too 
much water at one time in the 
ditch, just open the gate which 
leads to the orchard. That will re- 
lieve the situation.” 

I was about to apply this rem- 
edy “muy pronto” when one of 
our “Desert Flowers’, Marilyn by 
name, ambled by. She shouted, 
“Did you put gas in the black car 
today?” It was an innocent ques- 
tion, but I did not have the time 
to answer her. I gently bellowed 
“T can’t! I’m irrigating!” 

Marilyn and I sped off in dif- 
ferent directions Soon after this 
with the help of all the Heavenly 
Folk, I was able to correct the 
trouble by opening everything but 
a vein. 

There descended peace on the 
troubled waters. But not for long. 
Out of the front screen door 
bounded another “Desert Flower” 
—Theresa. Sweetly she roared, 
“Do you think you have time to 
visit some people and bring food 
to a few families and be back here 
at noon for lunch?” 

I told her I would do my best. 
I jumped into our one-stage blue 
rocket, counted down, blasted off 
for Saragosa, made deliveries, and 
roared back just one minute be- 
fore 12. Mission accomplished. 

That was the end of a busy and 
hectic morning. I learned a lot. 
When irrigating orchards, trees, 
gardens, and flower beds, AL- 
WAYS wear track shoes. NEVER 
be without a shovel. HOPE to tri- 
rag and to develop octopus tal- 
ents. 


COMBERMERE DIARY 


Staff Appointments: Terry Ri- 
chaud has been appointed to 
Maryhouse in the Yukon; Bill 
Jakali has been sent to Marian 
Centre in Edmonton; and Jack 
Scanlon has been transferred to 
Madonna House from Edmonton. 

Caryl Wilson managed to get to 
Texas on her holidays; and Lau- 
rette Patenaude met a number of 
our benefactors in Rochester, 
N.Y., during her vacation. 

The Guest Roster last month 
showed visits from: Fr. Miller, 
OMI, of Ottawa; Fr. Janisse, CSB, 
of Kingston; Brother Anselm, 
Christian Brothers from Nigeria, 
Africa; Fr. Costello of Kirkland 
Lake, Ont; Fr. Leonard, S.F.M., 
of St. Catherine’s, Ont; Frs. La- 
valee, and Boucher, Chaplains; 
Fr. Nearing, and Fr. Lavigne, of 
Ottawa. 

Mary Jean Beaudoin, R.N., was 
awarded an Instructor’s Certifi- 
cate in Toronto, by the St. John’s 
Ambulance Corp. 

Catherine Doherty _ lectured 

during May in Barry’s Bay, Ont., 
for the new St. Francis Hospital; 
and was the main evening speak- 
er at the Lay Missionary Informa- 
tion Day at Marquette University, 
in Milwaukee, on May 7th. 
_ Fr. Briere attended the Cathol- 
ic Press Association Convention in 
Washington, D.C., as did Joseph- 
ine Halfman, who then went on 
to her holidays in Indiana. Both 
represented Restoration. - 

Friends of Bill Jakali, in Hamil- 
ton, Ont., for the second year, 
Saved us a goodly amount of 
fresh water smelt, which make a 
welcome addition to the larder. . 

Fr. Paul Bechard was the cele- 
brant of a Golden Jubilee Mass 
for Sister Halvina Thibert, of the 
Grey Nuns of Montreal. The Mass 
was held in St. Eugene Parish, in 
St. Jean, Quebec. Sister had spent 
forty of her fifty years in religious 
life in the Mackenzie Vicariate, 
working with the Eskimos. Her 
brother Fr. Arthure Thibert, OMI, 
also has had a remarkable career 
of service in the Northland—in 
the Hudson Bay area; and is now 
teaching Missiology at the Uni- 
versity Seminary in Ottawa. 

Father Bechard will take a 
course on the Kerygmatic Cate- 
chism at the University of Port- 
land this summer; as will a num- 
ber of the Staff. 

















Happy, holy holidays to all! ! 
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I Live On 
An Island 


By Catherine Doherty 











Isle of Charity 

Slowly, these and many other 
at home with me, my isba, on my 
island. At the near end of the 
island, facing my windows, stands 
a half-sawn boat. . out of which 
I made a shrine. There you will 
find an old statue of St. Francis 
receiving the stigmata. 


Toward A 
Parish Life 


By Thurston Smith 




















life. 


erases aaa 


Strange has been my 
Strange and full of what men call 
adventure. I do not know if I call 
it that myself ... all I know, is 
that from my early youth, I fell 
in love with God . . and walked 
toward Him in many ways and 
through many roads. I have 
known the love of men, for I was 
married twice. And a mother’s 


love is not alien to me. I have a|_. 


son—flesh of my flesh, blood of 
my blood. And I have many spir- 
itual children, born to me of the 
Lord. . members of the Lay Apos- 
tolate of Madonna House that He 
founded through me. 

I came to live on my island 
some years ago... soon after the 
demands of the Lay Apostolate . . 
the demands of God and the 
Church ... brought me and my 
husband, Eddie Doherty, to take 
a vow of chastity (As Eddie put 
it, when we were asked about it 
by ecclesiastical authorities, “it 
is so little to give God, Who has 
given us so much!” 

Isle of Peace 


On this island-I began to un- 


derstand that a vow of chastity is| 


a door to the infinite love of God 
and of man... a freedom beyond 
all freedoms . . . and that pov- 
erty and obedience pour into my 
poor human hands wealth untold. 
God’s wealth. My island is only 
one of the many beautiful trea- 
sures the Lord has given me. 

Madonna House, Combermere, 
Ontario, the Headquarters of our 
Institute and Apostolate, is situ- 
ated on the banks of the Mada- 
waska River, a stream hallowed 
because long ago it carried the 
bark canoes of the Canadian Jes- 
uit martyrs. Close to Madonna 
House the wide blue river sudenl 
divides, and forms this rather 
large island. 

My island and the main land 
are joined by an old rustic hand- 
made bridge. It was built in 1936, 
and looks as if it would collapse 
any day; but, by my reckoning, 
it is sturdy enough to outlive me 
by many years. 

All the island is wild. So is my 
part of it, except perhaps that the 
dead branches are cleared away, 
and a few paths have been made. 

Isle of View 

Tall shady red pines, lovely 
white-clad birches, bless my is- 
land with their beauty. All around 
it, gently flow the two arms of the 
Madawaska River. Thick wild 
bushes of all kinds grow off the 
edges of the island, screening it 
from the curious eyes of those 
who travel in ever increasing 
numbers up and down the river. 

Tourists have discovered our 
beauty spot. Eager fishermen 
come in great numbers, and the 
quiet of the summer days is rent 
by the noise of their outboard mo- 
tors—not unpleasant, but: bring- 
ing to my island the raucous 
music of the world, which we are 
pledged to restore to Christ—and 
never letting me forget the rea- 
son why I came to live here. 

A Russian Isba stands in all its 


- pristine original splendor on my 


island. I live there. 

Au “Isba” is a Russian log 
cabin, specially constructed with 
hand-hewn closely fitted logs, one 
log on top of another, each fol- 
lowing the tiniest curve or line of 
the log above or below. 

It was built by a relative of 
mine, a Russian architect. He 
combed the countryside for old- 
timers who knew how to wield an 
axe in this artistic manner. The 
result—a tight fitting warm room 
... smelling of wood always...a 
house that now has acquired the 
inimitable color of aging wood. 

Isle of Friends 

A big fireplace where logs burn 
brightly and well . . . plenty of 
window space .. . a large wooden 
table, hand-made by French-Can- 
adian artistans, and chairs to 
match. (They came with the cab- 
in when we bought it). A large 
working desk, at which I spend 
many hours a day, answering my 
ever-increasing mail. A bed. A 
couch. The picture of Our Lady of 
Silence, Our Lady of Africa, and 
St. Catherine adorn the walls. A 
few plants, living plants, on the 
windowsills. And a statue of St. 
Francis of Assisi. A phonograph 
and some files. These compose the 
simple furnishings of my isba. 

I share the island with many 
wild things. Birds come to eat, 
in front of my window, the grains 
I daily feed them .Squirrels sauc- 
ily run up and down outside my 
window and peek in, as if to say, 
“Why are you always inside? 
Come out and play!” 

Rabbits used to visit me, timid- 
ly at night. Now they come, un- 
afraid, during the day to see if I 
left them some scraps. Once in a 
while, majestically, Mr. and Mrs. 
Skunk come to visit me. So does 


a little family of porcupines. 


Yjarts and crafts design. 





Peaceful is my island . . yet full 
of mystery .Always teaching me 
more and more about God. To 
those who read God’s writing in 
nature, many mysteries become 
less mysterious, and God comes 
closer. 

I want to share with you, dear 
friends, the things I learned from 
my island. Its trees . . .its flowers 
. its wild things and birds... 
and its river, that so lovingly and 
so tightly holds it in the embrace 
of its two arms. 

I’m glad I live on an island. It 
is good to live on an island that 
connects you, through an old sil- 
ver-grey narrow wooden bridge, 
with the rest of the world . . and 
brings the world to rest on your 
island... 





Copy Only Nature 


By Kathleen O’Herin 











Madonna House recently enjoy- 
ed the visit, and the inspiration, 
of Paul Bennett, arts and crafts 
adviser of the Community Pro- 
grammes Branch of the Ontario 
Department of Education. He 
came wth two old and very wel- 
come friends, G. H. Miller, and 
Harold Harton—who have done 
much for recreation activities in 
Madonna House, and, through 
Madonna House, and many areas 
around the village of Comber- 
mere. This was Mr. Bennett’s 
first visit; and he made as great 
an impression as his friends. 

“Why should we be copyists?”’, 
he asked those of us interested in 
“Why 
should we follow the crowd? God 
has endowed each one of us with 
a unique personality. But we are 
afraid of ourselves. We are afraid 
to be ourselves, to be different 
from others. 

“Why, above all, should we ever 
copy anybody else’s design? We 
should let nature be our teacher. 
She doesn‘t make mistakes. We 
do. You want a new design, a new 
pattern, for bit of wood or leather 
work? Take a walk in the woods. 
Designs are everywhere. 

“Look! Ahead is a -cascading 
waterfall—it has rhythm, har- 
mony and balance. All are essen- 
tials in creative design. A small 
strawberry plant at your feet, 
would be a perfect design for a 
brooch. Pour cream into your 
coffee. See how it swirls into a cir- 
cular pattern. Drop a spoonful of 
sugar by mistake on the table. It 
spreads into a design after the 
sugar-mist has settled. Watch the 
ripples on the sand after the tide 
has gone out—a branch of leaves 
swaying in the breeze. 

“We must train ‘our eyes to see 
design. It can’t be taught. We 
must experience it. We are afraid 
to be ourselves. We are hiding in 
another age when we go ‘ga-ga’ 
over antiques. Live today. Use the 
materials of today. Create for to- 
day. Let the Old masters teach us, 
then go ahead. Take any piece of 
paper, cardboard varnished, or 
canvas, then use pencil or char- 
coal for paper, a brush and oils 
for the cardboard or canvas. The 
first attempt won’t win a prize, 
maybe the twentieth try will be a 
flop, but the twenty-first may pro- 
duce a beautiful design. Yet each 
attempt will bring joy. You will 
be creating designs that are a part 
of your own personality. 

“Man today is insensitive. The 
world is full of bad taste. He cre- 
ates salt and pepper shakers like 
a dog and hydrant, or an ash tray 
that resembles a man with a pro- 
truding tongue. Grotesque! Ma- 
terials should be true. If it’s pine 
wood, bring out the beauty of 
pine. Don’t camouflage it as ma- 
hogany. A woman’s handbag 
should be made of the material 
suited for the purpose. Form fol- 
lows function. An example of this 
is a knife and fork, or a birch 
bark canoe. They are perfect for 
the purpose needed.” 

Mr. Bennett recalled “The In- 
dustrial Revolution” when pro- 
duction was the norm. Artists 
went into hiding in ivory towers. 
And ornate dress, pictures, home 
furnishings, and _ architecture 
tried to imitate the painstaking 
work of artists of early times. 

A staffworker asked if art were 
improving. Mr. Bennett replied 
that in 1930 Art was cold. Today 
it is warm. 

“The Scandanavians have kept 
true to design, and the Danish 
people will even cut an onion in 
two and design from that. It is up 
to us to open our eyes to the 
beauty that surround us and in- 
terpret it as we see it. Keep try- 
ing. Watch the baby. He falls 
down, picks himself up and goes 
cn again and again. Some day he 
will walk. Why can’t we?” 


The Catholic Information 
Centre, Edmonton, Alberta is the 
Church in the downtown world. 
It is an institution whose person- 
nel represent Christ in the midst 
of an indifferent or hostile mil- 
ieux. As in every mandated insti- 
tution, Christ is there working 


Kingdom. Looking back over my 
two years at the Edmonton 
Centre, I can certainly say that 
Christ has been at work here. 

Through us, and I include all 
who have helped in so many ways 
Christ reaches out in all direc- 
tions to touch souls. Thousands of 
“strangers” have had _ contact 
with the C.I.C. and many know 
Christ better because of it. More 
than a place of information or in- 
struction, more than just a book- 
store, the C.I.C. is a place where 
Christ welcomes people with His 
love. 

Hidden Force 





The open faces of the regular 
visitors tell of Christ’s Spirit 
| working here. One day you wake 
iup and realize the hidden but 
|tremendous force of His charity 
that has been at work all the 
time. You realize that your role 
is that of every lay apostle, every 
Christian everywhere: to show 
forth Christ. In darkness, yet in 
the light of faith, the lay apostle 
sets forth. He has little grasp of 
the works as yet. There seem 
meagre results, if any. People are 
cordial but unresponsive. But in 
time a course of action emerges, 
followers spring up. Looking back, 
the lay apostle sees the hand of 
God in all this, and much else be- 
sides. 

Still, we are a long way off. We 
cannot rest, we Christians, until 
every created soul is giving hom- 
age to the Father. Conversions. . 
we had 14 come into the Church 
on Palm Sunday .. are signs of 
increase in the Body of Christ. 
They are God’s harvest in this 
little vineyard. 

Yet for these fourteen, life is 
only beginning. Afloat in the sec- 
ularist sea, contaminated by the 
example of casual Catholics, en- 
countering for the first time the 
impersonalism of the average 
city parish, what will they make 
of their Catholic lives? Will they 
grow to a full understanding and 
participation in the Mass? Will 
they uncompromisingly continue 
the inward search in their souls 
for truth? Will they see LOVE, 
and seeing, desire above all to give 
LOVE to others? 
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Need of Co-operation 

New converts, cradle Catholics, 
isolated apostles here and every- 
where may be seen today as is- 
lands in a sea of secularism. Many 
Catholics are submerged in that 
sea. Those of us who are not, have 
a common cause of reclamation 
and conversion, that the islands 
may once more be a continent of 
taith. Those engaged in Catholic 
Action locally .. . Legion of Mary, 
Retreats, C.F.M. .. may seem few 
in number, but taken together, 
our. numbers are not inconsider- 
able. 

We need to co-operate; we need 
to know we are all working for 
the same ends; we need to have a 
great faith and hope in ultimate 
victory. Do we sufficiently 
that our common cause is to bring 
Christ to the hearts of men, and 
to the institutions of society? 

How then jis the a late to 
get off the ground? How are we 
going to make _ apostles of our 
Catholic people, and particularly 
our converts? That is the prob- 
lem facing us. 





slowly but surely, extending His} pe 





ing to live the life of the Church| 


which is Christ, not help over-| 


flowing with Christ in the aposto-| ; er é 
blocs of|dowed with two qualities which 


Catholic people have not yet seen | Seem to characterize the better 


that the Church and Christ are) 


late? As yet, whole 


one. The heavy weight of inertia 
will bear down on us all until our 
ople learn this truth by living 
it. We must pray for great and 
holy and courageous priests to lift 
us out of these doldrums. 

I have come a long way per- 
haps from the immediate con- 
cerns at the C.I.C. But we have to 
have the picture. If we don’t have 
a picture of the Christian and the 
Christian society as it should be, 
how are we going to go about get- 
ting it? To sum up then, we must 
say that converts are not enough. 
Isolated apostles are not enough. 
We must work together towards a 
flourishing, dynamic parish life, 
whose members will bring Christ 
into all walks of life. Thus the 
new Chrstian society. Thus the 
goal of our convert program at 
the Information Centre. 


Looks At Books 


“Son of the Church” by Lonis 
Lochet; $1.50 _ (Paperbound edi- 
tion) Fides Publishers. 

Reviewed by J. Di Giddeo 

“All men are called to salvation, 
but God wills that they consent 
to it, and therefore that they 
know about it.” This, states Loch- 
et, is the vocation of the Church: 
to bring all men to Christ 
to effect universal and eternal 
salvation. It is the responsibility 
of the Church to_ replace 
dreams of temporal happi- 
ness and goods with a desire for 
eternal happiness and Good, to 
show the folly of merely “better | 














~ 


social organization” or the spread | 


of just temporal sinecures in the 
light of the gospels, the richness 
of sacramental life, the vitality of 
the Mystical Body. She must be 
the Virgin, Spouse and Mother; 
she must, while remaining chaste 
of earthly allurements and faith- 
ful to God’s Will and Plan, bear 
and vitalize mankind, nourishing 
with her Liturgy, her Sacraments, 
with the divine love which flows 
through her. And like the good 
mother her arms encompass all 


pages 
Reviewed by J. Gunan 


Father Trese is generously en-| Mass. Collector’s 


‘fer to an ability to focus our at- 
tention more on God and the 
wonder of His Love for us than 
on our own relatively uninterest- 


rejects any idea of spirituality as 
a compartment of our lives, and 
insists on the significance of re- 
ligion in our total lives, over every 
twenty-four hour period. Best of 
all, perhaps, Father Trese com- 
bines these two qualities with an 
easy, readable style that carries 
the clarity and interest of good 
conversation. 

“More Than Many Sparrows” 
as the title would suggest, treats 
of God’s providential care for each 
of us. But since the reason for 
God’s care is His infinite Love 
for us, the main theme of the 
|book is God’s Love and the effect 
|it has, or should have, in our lives. 
Father’s facility for shedding 
light on profound truths through 
a few well-chosen words is one of 
‘the joys of the book. In helping 
|us to see how God loves each one 
iof us individually he says, “if 
‘you were the world’s sole survi- 
|vor of an atomic war, God could 
‘not. love you more _ personally 
;than He does. At every moment 
you have His complete attention, 
His undivided love. At this very 
instant God is thinking of you, 
‘looking at’ you directly, loving 
you.” Or, again, in attempting to 
give us some notion of what it 
will be like to enter heaven, to see 
God face-to-face, he says, “it is 
then, in that moment of violent 
ecstasy, that the flea-scratching 
and bone-gnawing pleasure of 
earth will fade into insignifi- 








}cance.” 
Father considers the response} 


which Christian love would sug- 
gest to special difficulties pre- 
sented by various vocations in 
life, and in doing so betrays a 
knowldege of the ways both of 
love and of human psychology. 
He also has a firm grasp on the 
“half-pagan” world in which most 


feel, for example, that most A- 
mericans would accept as remark- 
ably accurate this description of 
the not-quite-complete secularism 
of their country. “Here in America 





her children: she has a “sense of 
|we treat God much as we treat an 
the masses, a concern for the! .. president; with the deference 


masses, a love for the masses” as} 


due to a once powerful figure who 


Lochet so. aptly says. But, most 
: : H no longer realiy counts for much. 
important, she has faith in the | we listen to his views wih inter- 


power and love of God and confi- , ; 
: ood _|est but without feeling any com- 
seen aoe pen | pulsion to act upon what he says.” 


ness of man. 

Lochet proposes that the 
Church’s vocation of universal 
salvation generates the mission- 


| The sub-title given to “More 


|Than Many Sparrows” is “A Prac- 


tical Guide to Christian Living”, 


}and the book fuliiils this promise. 


er Speewe Se Bene EPGES- |v, presents to us in clear, simple 


ing that he must not only seek 
personal perfection and sancti- 


fication, but that he must also act | th eter tn Sule “cus 


in behalf of all men, man realiz- 


ing that it is through his WET eaten set tae tink saint, 


body and soul that the inexhaust-| 
ible reserve of Christ’s unshake-| 
able and steadfast love are trans-| 
mitted and continued, man real-' 
izing that he is the continuation | 
of the Paschal Mystery. 

This realization must extend to 
the complete acceptance of God’s 
grand plan. The missionary must 
have vision to see and faith to ac- 
cept his part in the role of the 
Church as well as_ that of the 
Church in the plan of God. His 
personal and secret desires, hopes, 
ambitions must be purified so 
that the Church may also be puri- 
fied. “The whole apostolic life 
then leads, in the rhythm of its 
successes and of its. difficulties, 
to a new knowledge of Christ in 
His Church. It discovers progres- 
sively the face of the Christ, the 
action of God, in the mysteries of 
the Church, in the acts of Lit- 
urgy, in the very actions of the 
apostolate. It leads to contempla- 
tion.” And so it is seen that the 
most active apostle is at the same 
time a contemplative who is nour- 
ished with the Sacraments, the 
Liturgy, with prayer, whose whole 
life virtually omes a prayer. 
Lochet concludes that in the 
Church alone do “we receive the 
light to see the world as it must 
be . . receive the light to become 
what we will be eternally . . . She 
is our mother, we are her sons and 
death itself can no longer sepa- 
rate us.” 

Lochet has indeed produced a 
composition in which life becomes 
a realistic symphony, certainly a 
contrast to the syncopated secu- 
larism so sorely evident in the 
world today. His major key is 
faith in God’s Providence enhanc- 
ed by overtones of hope in God’s 
infinite goodness and power 
which is kept alive by the con- 
stantly recurring beats of love 
between God and man, between 


‘terms why we are on this earth, 
and how God expects us to live 
purpose 
here. It is meant for the general 
per- 
haps, but for all of us who are 
striving, in some fashion or other, 
to become one. 


ANTIQUE BOOKS 
FOR SALE 


OUR LADY has been very good 
to us. Some EXTRAORDINARY 
bargains in Antique Books have 
come to us in donations. 

We list a few of the very best . . 
for any interested reader ... or 
any teacher who has a friend in- 
terested in Antique Books. Truly 
Antique ones! .. TRULY... COL- 
LECTOR’S ITEMS! 

Here they are: 

“De Consideratione (Libri V)” 
—by S. Bernardi. Published by J. 
Leroux et Jouby, Successores, Par- 
is, France. Written completely in 
Latin. Date of publishing—prob- 
ably 1830-1850. Calf leather 
bound. Size: 4 inches by 2% inch- 
es. Gold trim. Beautiful paper. 
Perfect condition. Price $5.00. 

“The Royal Political Represent- 
ed in One Hundred Emblems’— 
By Don Diego Saavedra Faxardo. 
Translated into English by Sir J. 
A. Astry. Volume One. Printed 
for Matt. Cylliflower at the 
Spread-Eagle in’  Westminster- 
Hall. And Luke Meredith at the 
Star in St. Paul’s Church-Yard. 
Published in 1700. Beautifully il- 
lustrated emblems. Ink, pen en- 
gravings. Very old book. Defi- 
nitely an antique collector’s item. 
Good condition. Calf leather 
bound. Upper part binding loose 
could be easily repaired. Very 
unusual item. Price $100.00. 

“Sacro-Sancti Et Oecumenici 

















man and man.--Lochet’s theme 
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|lished by P. Mooney, 


spiritual writers of our day. I re-| 


| Successive Days 
\loue. Published by Richard Grace 
|& Son; Dublin. Date—1833. Book 
ing virtues and vices; and, sec-jin good condition . 
ondly, to a straight vision which | cover of calf leather loose. Can be 
‘easily repaired. Definitely collec- 


of us find ourselves immersed. I} 


Boston, 
item. Size 6 
inches by 3 inches. Cover slightly 
broken—but book in good condi- 
tion. Price $15.00. 

“Spiritual Retreat for Eight 
” — By Bourda- 


. except hard 


tor’s item. Price $10.00. 

| The Van Dwellers — A strenu- 
|ous Quest for a Home. It has a few 
| drawings with the frontispiece 
showing a landlady talking to a 
‘house guest. It was written by 
|Albert B. Paine and published by 
iJ. F. Taylor & Co. New York in 
| 1901. It is in very good condition. 
| Verses on Various Occasions— 
| by John H. Cardinal Newman and 
|published by Longmans, Greene 
|& Co., London in 1890. It is in 
'fair condition the book being 
split down the middle through 
the spine although it is held to- 
gether by the inner spine. 

Virginia Cousin & Bar Tales— 
frontispiece is a photo of the au- 
thor—by Mrs. Burton Harrison 
jand published by Lamson Wolffe 
}and Co., Boston and New York in 
| 1895. It is in very good condition. 
It has a bright green hard cover 
|with gold embossed printing and 
rough matt paper. 

The Vision, or Hell, Purgatory 
|and Paradise by Dante Alighieri 
and translated by Rev. H. F. Cary 
and published by George Bell & 
| Sons, London in 1892. It is in good 
condition with the front cover 
somewhat loose. The book is jig- 
gly. It was in the MH library. It 
contains the life of Dante and a 
chronological view of his age, ad- 
' ditional notes etc. 

| When Good Fellows Get To- 
Leaping sore by James O. Ben- 
| nett—illustrations are pale yellow 
roses forming a backdrop for each 
page. It has a hard cover with an 
old mezzotint of two men and a 
girl. It was published by Reilly 
and Britton Co. Chicago in 1908 
and is in very good condition. 

Whistle - Binkie—a collection 
of songs for the social circle — 
Volume 1—Published by David 
Robertson & Co., Glasgow in 1890. 
‘It is in good condition with the 
‘back of the cover loosening. It 
|is edited with notes and biograph- 
ical material. 

Woman’s work in Modern So- 
ciety by M. F. Cusack and pub- 
lished by Kenmare Publications, 
London in 1874. It is in poor con- 
dition with the front cover and 
spine detached from the book. 

Works of Charles Dickens, Vol- 
ume VI, unabridged edition.” The 
Uncommercial Traveller’, “A 
Child’s History of England”, 
“Barnaby Rudge’, Miscellaneous, 
“The Mystery of Edwin Drood”. 
It contains 21 illustrations and 
was published by P. F. Collier, 
New York in—. It is in fair con- 
dition the front cloth cover being 
water stained. Also it is ripped 
from end paper and the spine is 
jiggly. It contains 1182 pages of 
small print. The frontispiece is 
“Mary Queen of Scots leaving 
France”, 

Works of Edward Bulwer Lyt- 
ton, the Last Days of Pompeii, 
Harold, The Last of the Saxon 
Kings, The Caxtons, A Family 
Picture, Volume I. It is illustrated 
and the frontispiece is “The Last 
Days of Pompeii.” It was publish- 
ed by P. F. Collier, New York in 
1850. It is in good condition al- 
though the onion-paper covering 
for the frontispiece is torn out. 

Works of Flavius Josephus — 
the frontispiece is a picture of 
Josephus—it was translated by 
William Whiston and the publish- 
er is Leavitt & Allen Bros. New 
York in——. It is in fair condi- 
tion the covers detached through 
wear. It is leather bound and in- 
dexed in one volume 879 pages. 

Wreck and Sinking of the Ti- 
tanic, The Ocean’s Greatest Dis- 
aster ... A graphic and thrilling 
acount of the great descriptive 
sinking of the greatest floating 
palace ever built. . . told by the 
survivors. Edited by Marshall Ev- 











erett and published by the L. H. 
Walter in 1912. It is in fair 
condition the cover being loose. 
It is illustrated throughout with 
photographs and drawings made 
expressly for this book. 

A York and a Lancaster Rose— 
by Annie Keary and published by 
MacMillan, London in 1882. It is 
in very good condition. It has a 
hard cover which has_ suffered 
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Page Four 


One Man’s Scrap Is 
Another Man's Gold 


All work and no play makes 
Jack or Jane a dull person. For 
the first time in a_ long, long 
while, I’m going to mention the 
needs of Madonna House that 
are not so obvious—as bread and 
clothing. They are the needs of 
minds, weary through wrestling 
with the many problems of 
others; 

The needs of bodies that spend 
themselves in the service of oth- 
ers; and the needs of souls that 
suffer with others, 

Little needs, on which I would 
never dare to spend too much 
money (or any money, for that 
matter). 

I speak of our own staff and 
the young lay apostles in train- 
ing, close to sixty of them, who 
live and work in Madonna House. 

All of us have a little bit of 
free time. Not much. But some. 
During that time we should re- 
create ourselves, so as to serve 
God and neighbor better . . . for 
that is the true meaning of recre- 
ation. 

We live in a rural setting, with | 
a lovely river at our doorstep. We 
have a few boats, not very sharp 
looking, but water tight. We 
could go fishing in our spare 
time (little as we have of it), IF 
WE HAD SOME _ FISHING 
EQUIPMENT... 

Now there are many people who 
will know the wonders of fishing, 
its relaxation and joy . . and also 
we can use what fish we catch, to 
supplement our food supply ! ! ! 
There must be many homes where 
fishing rods and all kinds of old 
fishing equipment is lying idle, 
because youth that fished is now 
busy raising a family. Or maybe 
the family moved to a place where 
there are no waters. Now it would 
be wonderful if we could get that 
idle equipment. If you, in your 
charity, would send us the hooks, 
and the bait, and the rods and 
the spinners . . . we can polish 
and fix and repair ..and we 
would be serving God better after 
a few hours of fishing in the sun 
and the wind. 

If anyone has a_ boat, that 
would be wonderful to get too. . . 
for we aren’t quite sure how long 
our old boats will last. Outboard 
motors? Well, we aren’t askin 
for miracles. .. THOUGH WE BE- 
LIEVE IN THEM! 

If anybody had a _ youngster 
who collected flowers and leaves, 
‘and was interested in~ drying 
them and preserving them, and 
the equipment is still around un- 
used, we would be grateful for 
that. All of us are interested in 
nature study... 

Soft balls would be .welcome. 
And hard balls too. And baseball 
bats..Out of our group, we could 
have two teams or more, anytime, 
if we had the equipment. 

The men in our apostolate 
would go hunting in the fall, if 
they had hunting rifles. There 
are lots of deer around here. And 
deer meat adds to the larder. We 
could use a few guns if some were 
lying idle in some attic or base- 
ment. 

But above all, we are kind of 
dreaming about fishing. I guess it 
goes with the Lay Apostolate, 
which helps St. Peter to fish for 
souls. 

Oh yes, and if there are some 
farm folks—who still have sets 
of sad-irons—old-timers will know 
what we mean—we would like to 
get those. We have need of them 
yet. Thank you! 




















For the New Baby — 


— Birth and Baptism An- 
nouncements to bring out the 
Sacred Character of the hu- 
man person. 25 for $2.00. 








— Baptismal Robe kit with in- 
structions to sew and em- 
broider it yourself. Very easy. 
Pure linen. $3.50 


— Beeswax Baptismal Candle 
with iron candle holder to 
fit. $3.00. 


— Booklet “The Rite of Bap- 
tism”. 10c. 


Write for Catalogue R 
St. LEO SHOP Inc. 
Newport, R.I. 


a@ non-profit corporation for the 
liturgical apostolate 








LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from Page 1) 
And the burrowing’ crawling 
worms had added a cryptogram, 
with their many graceful s’s. 
(How the modern antique maker 
would love those worm tracks.) 


The Key Is Love 





The design puzzled me, but 
Love gave me the key. Your love 
for me, and mine for You. And 
so I understood,.and put it into 
words that others may read. You 
share my letters to You. Why 
shouldn’t I share Yours to me? 

“T am the author of birth”. You 
wrote. “You rejoice in the new 
life you see all about you, the ev- 
idences of My power and My love. 
And it is good that you rejoice. 

“Rejoice now because of this 
fallen tree. It is a symbol of my 
Love. Through it I gave shade 
and shelter to birds and beasts 
and men. Through it I tempered 
the force of the wind, and the 
heat of the sun, to the tender 
plants beneath its branches. 
Through it I furnished young 
boys and girls with sheets of 
flimsy paper—a million colors 
blended in each square inch of it 
—that they might draw funny 
pictures on it, or write messages 
to one another, or fashion it into 
small canoes. (Were not the first 
canoes in this land made of this 
same birch bark?) Now I give you 
its wood for a hundred cheerful 
fires. 

“In this tree I furnished fresh 
meat daily to the woodpeckers; 
and strong sweet sap to the in- 
sects and the worms. Even the 
least and lowest of My creatures 
must have its daily bread; and I 
must give it. 

Our Daily Bread 

“You? So infinite is my love 
for you that I give you even My- 
self. My Body to eat! My Blood to 
drink! Should you not be strong, 
and perfect, and filled with joy? 
Should you not love Me more? 
Should you not feel close to Me— 
since I am so close to You? 

“TI am the author of birth. I am 
the author of death, and how do 
you know there is not more joy in 
death than there is in birth? A 
woman when she has_ brought 
forth the child remembers her 
anguish no longer, for joy that a 
man has been born into the 
world. Yet there is pain in every 
life, and disappointment, and 
frustration, and terror, some- 
times even hideous despair — 
while only in death is the begin- 


&|ning of unending joy. 


“A man is like a tree. I raise 
him from a tiny seed into a rival 
of the angels. I raise him high, if 
so it pleases Me. And I cut him 
down when I am ready. I use him 
for my Own purposes — to give 
comfort and _ fruits, and many 
other good thingsto My children 
—to show My love to the world 
throughout the world. And to 
come to Me when I beckon. 

“You I have given nearly sev- 
enty years. That is a long time, 
My son. And you have not always 
stood straight in My wind and 
My sun and My sky. A long time 
ago You fell away from Me—even 
as the birch fell from its decaying 
trunk. Yet the sap still flows 
through this wreckage on the 
ground. The budding leaves have 
testified to this. And My ace 
still lives in You. Pray that it 
continues to the end.” 


A Thorn Bush 

Lord, even in my most chari- 
table inclinations toward myself, 
I have never thought of me as a 
birch tree, a symbol of purity. I 
am a tough scrub bush Lord. My 
branches trail in the mire and the 
dust. They have been gnawed 
and scarred by many mean little 
sins, even as the limbs of small 
trees are nibbled and scratched 
by hares and rats and porcu- 
pines and other humble beasts. 

I do not ask You to make me 
tall and splendid, though I know 
You could do it, even with such 
scrub-a-dub material as I am. I 
do not ask to be a mighty oak or 
elm or maple, nor yet a fragrant 
pine or cedar. Let me remain-a 
squat, unromantic, - unnoticed, 
droopy bush. And let me stay root- 
ed in the earth no longer than 
You plan. 

But let Your grace seep into 
me, through the beautiful hands 
of Your Dear Lady, our Immacu- 
late Queen and Mother. Let it 
expand, even though it bursts 
through my _ splintery, thorny, 
bark, and spills over into the 
earth around me! And let it con- 
tinue to crculate in me, even as 
the sap still works in this old tree 
on the ground. 

Cut me down when You are 
ready Lord, and take me to Your 
mill. I will not bring you $16, nor 
anything like that. I hope only to 
fetch enough to - provide for a 
honeymoon with You. 

It will be exciting, Lord, to take 
my first ride on your cars. From 
here to heaven! How long will it 
take? Exciting, yes—and nice to 
remember all eternity. 

Thanks again, God, for Your 
unexpected love letter. All my 











love. Your scrub shrub, Eddie. 





Prayer in 
The Night 











Lord give to me a piece of sky 

Starless, and open to the heights, 

Where all untrammelled, spirit 
flights 

Can pierce, My fathered soul unite 

And set me free. Oh let me go 

Away where hunger drives me on, 

Where sight pales dim and 
thought grows wan, 

But silent searching prayer can 
know 

Your life, Eternal, Strong, and 


True, 

My Father! Speak Your Word in 
me 

In silent love’s infinity— 


My Trinity—I want but You. 
Carmel Bride 





A Good ) 
Staff Worker 


What makes a good staff worker? 
We asked a number of them in 
Madonna House. And they wrote 
us surprising answers. Some of 
them, edited to conserve space, 
follow: 

A good Staff Worker 
every morning to answer the call 
of Love. She throws herself into 
the Sacrifice with Him, with all 
that the day may bring. She lives 
the day with all her heart in un- 
ion with Him. She is aware of her 
inadequacies and failures, but 
does not get excited; because He 
knows what she is, and loves her. 
So long as she is His completely, 
that is all that matters. From the 
time she becomes an applicant 
she would strive peacefully and 
constantly to DO LITTLE 
THINGS WELL. 

A good Staff Worker is one 
who is open, and_ receptive to 
corrections. One who can give 
corrections as well as take them. 
One who has fully accepted the 
vocation to Madonna House, and 
remembers she has left all her 
rights behind her. . . one ad- 
aptable to times and places and 
duties and responsibilities and 
chores. 

A Good Staff Worker is one 
whose only concern is God, the 
will of God, in himself and others, 
and as manifested through au- 
thority; one who loves without ex- 
pecting a return; one who is 
simple in big and little things; 
one who sees, judges, and acts 
with the eyes of God; one who is 
willing to learn... 

A Good Staff Worker is one who 
has faced himself, and continues 
to do so with the help of a spirit- 
ual director, who has begun to 
read the Gospels with some un- 
derstanding of Christ’s words, 
who connects daily life with God, 
in efficiency, thoughtfulness, and 
work well done, (one who realizes 
that our vocation is “cruciform”. 

A Good Staff Worker should be 
all things to all men, living the 
Gospels as the early Christians 
did, especially in little things 
such as . . being pleasant when 
interrupted, complaining only in 
front of a crucifix, . . having a 
sense of humor . . forgetting the 
emg living in the present, giving 
he future to God . . being the 
example he expects from others. . 
trusting even when he distrusts 
sas being simple but not a simple- 
on. 

A Good Staff Worker is one 
who has accepted this vocation as 
his own, his means of sanctifica- 
tion and salvation, and who lives 
this vocation according to the 
spirit of Madonna House. He 
makes the apostolate his own, and 
not that of his directors only. He 
takes responsibilities. He gives 
without limitations. He is a Staff 
Worker 24 hours a day. 


ON GIVING 
ALL T0 GOD 


By Jose de Vinck 























“But if I give all to God, what 
will be left for ME?” 

Oh, the sweet innocence of an 
all-too human logic! As if any- 
thing we hold away from God be- 
longed to us any more than what 
we give! But let us start at the be- 
penning: Do we really have any 

hing? By that I mean: Is there 
any one of our possesions, includ- 
ing our own selves, upon which we 
have absolute dominion? No. Not 
one. Not only do we truly possess 
nothing, but in a sense we have 
nothing to give. On the contr 
whatever we are, whatever we ca. 
our own is a free gift we received 
from God, a loan from His lavish- 
ness—except for our pain, which 
is truly ours, but this we will talk 





about later. For the present, we 


rises | 


are concerned only with the posi- 
tive aspect of giving what we have 
received. The way of perfection 
implies the giving of all: there is 
not the slightest doubt about it. 
But does this giving mean that we 
are impoverished? That we have 
less? That we are depriving our- 
selves of the noble privileges of 


_|man? If we give our wealth, it is 


to the All-Wealthy, who often re- 
pays us, in surprising ways, even 
in this life. If we give our free- 
dom, it is to the All-Free who 
delivers us from the slavery of 
secondary causes and from the 
tyranny of our own selves. If we 
give our life, it is to the All-Liv- 
ing, who transposes our puny 
deeds into glorious accomplish- 
ments of His will. If we give our 
love, it is to Love Itself, who fills 
our deepest cravings, not with 
passing joys, human companion- 
ships, pleasures lost as fast as 
they are gained, but with the ut- 
most and actual perfection of the 
very Principle by which we are 
drawn to love. Nothing is lost, but 
all is gained. Much is received 
right now, in the form of peace, 
and fun, and _ lightheartedness. 
All is received in heaven in the 
gift of God WHO IS THE VERY 
ESSENCE OF THE LOVEABLE- 
NESS OF EVERYTHING WE 
| LOVE. 
On the Giving of Pain 
| The only thing we really own is 
|our pain, thus it is the only thing 
| we have to give. Anything else, we 
|merely return to God. Perhaps, 
after the message of Love, the 
most astounding message Christ 
brought into a pagan world was 
the message of Pain. In terms of 
human weakness, pain is to be 
avoided at all cost. The will fears 
it; the body shrinks from it. A 
painless life is, for many, an ideal 
life. What, then, is the tenor of 
the message of Christ, the new 
name of pain that suddenly made 
it change from a scourge into a 
blessing? This new name _ is 
ATONEMENT. There is no obli- 
gation for man to seek pain, to go 
out after pain; it comes to him in 
plentiful abundance without any 
effort on his part. There is, how- 
ever, in the way of perfection, an 
obligation to accept pain as it 
comes, and to transmute it into 
the gold of atonement. All of 
Christ’s life was an example of 
perfection. Most of Christ’s life 
was a life of pain. The pain of la- 
bor, humility, thirst and hunger, 
misunderstanding, persecution, 
and death. In a material and hu- 
man sense, the life of Christ was 
a total failure: the pitiful story 
of a man who never achieved 
any worldly success, and eventu- 
ally ended up on the gallows. But 
in the light of ATONEMENT, the 
life of Christ was the most tre- 
mendous triumph of history, the 
transfiguration of pain into the 
power that flung open the gates 
of heaven to those who had been 
detained by original sin; the 
very condition of glory. In our 
own small way, our pain is a shar- 
ing in this power, a participation 
in the sacrifice of Calvary which 
is going on until the end of the 
world, as long as there is human 
life and human sin, as long as 
there is need for redemption. And 
so, let us’consider all our priva- 
tions and sacrifices, all our disap- 
pointments and sorrows as gifts 
that rise on the altar of God, gifts 
that He receives and accepts like 
the perfume of incense. 
7 


WINSLOW 


By M. T. Langlois 

















Winslow is a town of some 
8,000 -people in the northeastern 
part of Arizona. The Santa Fe 
Railroad passes through here on 
its way between Chicago and Los 
Angeles, as does Highway 66 
which links those _ two cities. 
Many people pass through Win- 
slow en route East or West. The 
main street is dotted with motels 
and other tourist accommoda- 
tions. A great number of the citi- 
zens work for the railroad. The 
cost of living is high here. The 
desert surrounds the city. 

On the south side of the rail- 
way tracks and linked to the rest 
of the city by an underpass, is 
Madre de Dios parish. It is di- 
vided in two sections—Southside 
and- Coppertown—by a mile of 
open desert. The streets are un- 
paved and the houses are of 
adobe brick. With the wind blow- 
ing constantly across the desert 
the houses and fences take on the 
colour of the soil — a reddish 
brown. There is more sky here 
than I’ve seen anywhere and it 
is blue most of the time—the sun 
rises and_ sets in a spectacular 
way. In the distance we can see 
the snowy peaks of the San Fran- 
cisco mountains. There are many 
‘dogs in tnis part of town—mostly 
big ones—and their sport is to 
run after cars and bark at passers- 
by. There are other animals 
too—cats and pigeons and rab- 
bits—and with the sunrise comes 


the crowing of a rooster. 











There are about seventeen 
hundred souls in this parish, most 
of them of Spanish-speaking or- 
igin, with a few Negro families 
scattered here and there. The 
men work for the railroad or for 
one of the two lumber mills on the 
outskirts of Southside. 

Occasionally they are laid off 
for a couple of months at a time. 
Many work on shifts. There is a 
public school in Southside which 
most of the kids in the lower 
grades attend. A few fortunate 
ones go to the Catholic school 
in the other part of town. Some 
attend the public High School in 
town. 

Our parish church is a large 
Quonset hut on the edge of 
Coopertown closest to Southside. 
The interior is simple and rever- 
ential. Our pastor lives in a small 
apartment attached to the 
church. There is also a parish hall 
and another building used for 
parish activities—catechism clas- 
ses, CYO, Legion of Mary, Bingo, 
etc. 

Our Lady’s House 

And how does the Casa de Nue- 
stra Senora fit into this picture? 
First of all, we are here to help 
the Pastor in whatever way we 
can. We live in two small houses 
in Southside. One of them has a 
Catholic library patronized by 


the children and a few adults. | 
also used for| 
catechism classes for the children | 
from this part of the parish at-| 


Our houses are 


tending public schools. In the 
evening, young people drop in to 
do their homework and consult 
the encyclopedia. There are game 
nights, sewing nights, and we 
hope soon to have discussion 
groups—we are in the process of 
organizing a pamphlet library. 

All of us teach catechism, 
along with other members of the 
parish. Two of us belong to the 
Legion of Mary. One of our staff 
is in charge of two groups of the 
Children of Mary — grade school 
girls—who meet here once a week. 

We also visit homes, distribute 
Catholic literature as well as 
clothing and other useful items to 
needy families. People drop in to 
our house to visit or to seek help 
—sometimes it is a family whose 
welfare cheque has run out and 
they need food—or someone re- 
quires transportation to a hos- 
pital or to the doctor. On week- 
days we drive the few people from 
Southside who attend morning 
Mass at the parish church. 

Our male staff worker drives 
the school bus which takes the 
children from this parish and 
other outlying parts of town to 
the Catholic school. He also drives 
the people of Southside to Sunday 
Mass and any other church func- 
tion. His other duties include 
taking care of the church sac- 
risty' and acting as assistant 
Scoutmaster of our local Boy 
Scout troupe. 

These are the activities which 
make up our daily life at La Casa. 
The needs of Christ in this corner 
of His vineyard truly encompass 
us—poverty, discrimination and 
ignorance contribute to the suf- 
fering and sickness of these mem- 
bers of His Mystical Body. Our 
prayer is that He may use us to 
help heal these wounds and that 
we may be willing, selfless instru- 
ments in His hands. 





From A 
Working Guest 











“Dear All, To say I enjoyed my 
many weeks’ stay with you would 
be to put it mildly. At present I 
am a man of leisure. I get up at 
six every morning and hit the sack 
about 11.00-11.30 at night. I par- 
ticipate in daily Mass and receive 
Communion with about twenty 
old ladies in a church that must 
seat a few thousand. I bought a 
fair sized statue of Our Lady of 
Grace for my room and keep a 
vigil light burning constantly in 
front of it as part of my devotion 
to her. 

“I walked to a library and took 
out a card. I read Tumbleweed at 
home, and also took out Friend- 
ship House and a_ few mental 
health books. 

‘I walk everywhere I go, no 
matter how far it is. Tomorrow I 
have a date 56 city blocks from 
my house, which amounts to 
seven miles; but I also love the 
dirty city streets. Each block is 





completely different from any 
other, which makes the miles go 
by unnoticed. I feel like an in- 
valid when on a bus. 

“After confession last Saturday, 
the priest and I had a long in- 
formal talk about Madonna 
House. He asked if I would stop 
by in a few days for a private 
chat. I dropped in and waited for 
him but he never came. I left 
three copies of RESTORATION 
and some _ descriptive folders 
which outlined Madonna House 
very well. I told the secretary the 
priest could get the information 
he wanted from this material. She 
apologized for my waiting over an 
hour, but I told her not to feel 
bad since I slept the whole time 
in the waiting room. 

“I’m out over the city with a 
sack of butts and usually about 
fifty cents in my pocket, but 
each day is very satisfying and 
a little bit more strengthening. I 
have just taken my place as a 
face in the crowd, but if that face 
can be the facé of Christ, and 
the actions of Him a little more 
very little has to be said. Thanks 
>? Keep up the good work. 

ve. 





The Writer’s Prayer 


By Peggy Clarke 











God, let me always write 

but let me write more 
daily 

let me write to tell my hopes and 
fears and aspirations 

that other hearts may know their 
own 

for in this day 

people are blind not only to the 
world 

but to themselves as well 


God, if it please You, let me al- 
ways write 

that words of light may find a 
way 

Thru the darkness in me from the 
Truth that is You 


God, in all my walks let me write 

that the loss of all my other aims 

may find their goal in this: 

words of courage, of battle and of 
health 

like fire over the earth, 

like the call of Jeanne d’Arc, 

like the ‘be thou whole’ of Christ 


God, guide my writing, 
that it may glorify You, 
help my being whole, 
spread truth, 

en-joy people 


clearly 


6 
that many a soul may see my 
word 
and find therein a_ slight 
resemblance 


to that Eternal Word uttered on 
the page of Timelessness 

telling all Truth and Beauty and 
Goodness 

all Joy and Life and Love 

because the Word thus uttered 

was the clear, sweet Image of the 
Thought of God 


all this is so sublime, O God, 

but if it please You 

let me always write 

and letting go of lofty things 

maybe this I’ll settle for 

that writing truth I may be writ- 
ing names in paradise 

and have a little credit on the 
balance sheet 

when deeds and words must all be 
settled for 

and totals called into account 


then, dear God, I hope to hear an 

angel say 

‘she wrote some words once 

words to tell of hope and health 
and happy hearts 

words to tell of truth and love and 
daily tasks 

words to call up joy and splendour 
and glory soon ; 

so let her pass the portal 

for this poor mortal did little 
else.’ 


then God will smile and say: ‘I 
let her write, 

it was her wish, and being so, it 
was my glory, 

and though the story of her life 
is not heroic 

still we’ll let her have a mansion 
small 

for the words she wrote were 
Truth.’ e 
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